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A 

GARLAND 

OF  ! 

NEW  SONGS. 

Mary's  Dream." 

The  Trumpet  Sounds  a  Victory. 

In  the  Downhill  of  Life. 

On  Sympathy. 

A  Sailor's  Advice. , 

Ralph  and  Love.  > 


Ne\Vcaftle‘  upon  Tyne ; 

Printed  by  J.  MarOiall,  in  the  Old  Flefh-MarkeU 
'W litre  may  alfo  be  had ,  a  large  and  iniercfting  Codec  doa 
•f  Sotigst  Ballads >  Tales ,  Hiflories,  & c. 


Mar/s  Dream. 

THE  moon  had  climb’d  the  higheft  hill, 
Which  rifes  o’er  the  fource  of  Dee, 
And  from  the  eaftern  fummit  ihed 
Her  filver  light  on  tow’r  and  tree. 
When  Mary  laid  her  down  to  fleep. 

Her  thoughts  on  Sandy,  far  at  fea  ; 

Then  foft  and  low  a  voice  was  heard. 

Say,  “  Mary  weep  no  more  for  me.” 

t 

She  from  her  pillow  gently  rais’d 

Her  head,  to  alk  who  there  might  be  ? 
And  faw  young,  Sandy  fhiv’ring  ltand. 
With  pallid  cheek  and  hollow  e’e. 
fi  O  Mary,  dear,  cold  is  my  clay. 

It  lies  beneath  a  ftormy  Tea, 

Far,  far  from  thee  I  fleep  in  death,*,  ,  - 
So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me.  - ;  *  - 

•<  .V 

“  Three  ftormy  nights  and  ftormy  days 
We  tofs’d  upon  the  raging  main  :  ;r;  , 

And  lo^g  we  ft  rove  quy.hark^O.faye,  i , 
But  all  our 
E’en  then,  when 

My  heart  was  ftHM  tlWgy 

The  ftorm  is  paft,  and  I  at  reft  $ . 

So,  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 
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c  '  (  %  i  >; 

Qrj\d  M  A.  • 

“O  maiden  dear,  thyfelf  prepare. 

We  foori  lhall  meet  upon  that  fhore. 
Where  love  is  free  from  doubt  or  care. 

And  thou  and  I  {hall  part  no  more.” 
Loud  crow’d  fhe  cock,  the  fhadow  fled. 

No  more  of  Sandy  could  the  fee  ;  " 

But  foft  the  palling  fpirit  faid, 

“  Sweet  Mary,  weep  no  more  for  me. 

The  Trumpet  Sounds  a  Victory . 

HE  was  fam’d  for  deeds  of  arms. 

She,  a  maid  of  envy’d  charms  ; 

Now  to  him  her  love  imparts; 

One  pure  flame  pervades  both  hearts  ; 
Honour  calls  him  to  the. field. 

Love  to  conqueft  now  muft  yield  ; 

Sweet  maid !  he  cries,  again  I’ll  come  to  thee. 
When  the  glad  trumpet  founds  a  victory. 

Battle  now  with  fury  glows  ! 

Hoftile  blood  in  torrents  flows;; 

His  duty  tells  him  to  depart, 

She  prefs’d  her  hero  to  her  heart, 

And  now  the  trumpet  founds  to  arms : 
Amid  the  clalh  of  rude  alarms, 

Sweet  maid  !  he  cries,  &c. 
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He  with  love  and  conqueft  burns, 

Both  fobdue  his  mind  by  turns ; 

Death  the  foldier  now  enthralls  ?. 

With  his  wounds  the  hero  falls  1 
She,  difdaining  war’s  alarms, 

Rufh’u  and  caught  her  in  his  arms  ? — 

O  death 1  "he  cries,  thou’rt  welcome  now 
to  me  ?  /  ' 

For  hark !  the  trumpet  founds  a  victor^! 


In  the  Downhill  of  Lfe. 

IN  the  downhill* of  life,  when  I  find  I’m  declining. 
May  my  late  no  lofs  fortunate  be, 

Tuan  a  >nug  elbow-chair  can  afford  for  reclining, 
And  a  cot  that  o’erlooks  the  wide  lea  ; 

With  an  ambling  pad  poiiey  to  pace  o'er  the  lawn, 
Whue  I  carol  away  idle  fbrrow  ; 

And  blythe  as  the  lark  that  each  day  hails  the  dawn, 
Book  forward  with  hope  for  to-morrow. 


With  a  porch  at  my  door.both  for  (belter  and  (hade  too 
As  the  (unffiine  or  rain  may  prevail. 

And  a  fmall  ipot  of  ground  for  the  ufe  of  the  fpade  too, 
With  a  barn  for  the  ufe  oif  the  flail  : 

A  cow  for  my  dairy,  a  dog  for  my  game, 

And  a  puife  when  a  friend  wants  to  borrow  ; 

I’ll  envy  no  Naljob  his  riches  or  fame. 

Nor  what  honpurs  may  wait  him  to-morr  ow. 


From  the  bleak  northern  .blaft  may  my  cot  bs  com- 
*  pletely 

Secur’d  by  a  neighbouring  hill. 

And  at  night  may  repofe  Ileal  upon  me  more  ftfeetly. 
By  the  found  of  a  murmuring  rill : 

And  while  peace  and  plenty  I  find  at-my  board. 

With  a  heart  free  from  heknefs  and  forrow, 

With  my  friends  I  will  Ihare  what  to-day  may  afford/ 
And  let  them  fpiead  the  table  to-morrow. 

And  when  I  at  lad  mud  throw  off  this  frail  covering, 
Which  I’Ve  worn  for  threefcore  years  and  ten ; 

On  the  brink  of  the  grave  I’ll  not  frek  to  keep  hovering. 
Nor  my  thread  wifh  to  fpin  o’er  again  , 

But  my  lace  in,  the  glafs  I’ll  ferenely  furvey,  .  , 

And  with  fmiles  count  each  wrinkle  and  furrow. 
As  this  old  worn-out  duff,  which  is  thread-bare  to-day. 
May  become  everlading  to-morrow. 


On  Sympathy . 

WHEN  on  a  bed  of  fteknefs  laid. 

And  Death’s  approach  we  feel  is 

near. 

What  art  can  fad  reflection  (hade. 

Like  fympathy’s  fweet  falling  tear? 

To  heal  the  wounded  mind  of  grief. 

Has  aught  on  earth  fuch  pov/r  as  thee  . 
Oh,  what  can  bring  fuch  kind  relief. 

As  thou*  fweet  toothing  Sympathy 
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When  we  a  much-lov’d  friend  deplore. 
And  all  our  foul  to  grief  we  give, 

Wnat  can  our  long  loft  peace  reftore  ? 

Qh  !  what  fo  kindly  can  relieve  ! 1 
What  tempt  us  to  exert  our  powers. 

And  happy  once  again  to  be  ? 

Say,  what  can  cheer  Affliction’s  hours. 
Like  the  bleft  power  of  Sympathy  ? 

Oh  Sympathy  !  thou  gift  divine ! 

Still  let  me  feel  thy  pure  delight : 

Oh  !  be  thy  power  for  ever  mine, 
do  make  my  linking  heart  beat  light 
And,  oh  !  when  I  diftrefs  behold,  ** 

May  I  to  give  be  ever  free ; 

Nor  yet  that  dearer  part  with-hold — 

Thy  healing  balm — Sweet  Sympathy! 

A  Sailor’s  Advice .  * 

LIFE’S  like  a  fhip  in  conftant  motion. 
Sometimes  high  and  foriietimes  low 
Where  ev’ry  hand  muft  brave  the  ocean, 

^  Whatloever  winds  may  blow. 

If  unaffaii’d  by  ftorm  or  fhower,  *  ' 
Wafted  by  the  gentle  gales. 

Let’s  not  lofc  the  favouring  hour,  <  O 
While  fuccefs  attends  our  fails.  ■ 
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But  if  the  wayward  winds  &Quld  blufter. 

Let  us  not  give  way  to  fear ; 

But  let.  ns  all  our  patience  mutter,  . 

And  learn  frontireason  how  to  steer:  k 
Let  judgment  ever  keep  you  steady , 

That’s  a  ballatt  feldom  fails  : 

If  dangers  rife,  be  ever  ready 

To  manage  well  the  fwelling  fails.  • 

Truft  not  too ’much  your  own  opinion, 
Whilft  your  veffel’s  under  way  ; 

Let  good  example  bear  dominion,  JR 
That’s  a  compafs  ne’er  will  ttray.  D 
When  thund’ring  tempells  make  you  ihnd- 
And  Boreas  o’er  the  furface  rails,  . 
Let  good  diferetion  guide  the  rudder, 

And  Providence  unbend  the  fails. 

Then  when  you’re  fafe  from  dangers  riding,  t 
In  Lome  welcome  port  or  bay  ,. 

Let  hope  be  the  anchor  you  confide  in,  ;  j  ; 

And  care  awhile  in  ffumbeis  lay  j  - 
Then  when  each  can’s  with  liquor  flowing* 
And  good  fellowfhip  prevails,  .  .  -  I  F 
Let  each  heart  with  rapture  glowing,^..,  - 
Drink  fuccefs  unto  our  fails. 
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...  Ratyh  and  L&'Oe.  v  • 

THE  foremoft  in  the  harveft  field. 

Poor  ruddy  Ralph  work’d  oil  and! 
ftrng,  •  .  : 

Well  {kill’d  the  weighty  fheaf  to  wield,* 
That  on  the  cart  with  eafe  he  flung,. . 
And  midft  the  humble  gleaning  train. 

Poor  Mary  came  and  fung  a  drain, 
Addrefs’d  to  Ralph  and  love* 


ThMr  promis’d  nuptial  day  drew  near. 
His  honeft  bofom  glow’d  with  joy. 
And  Mary  little  thought  a  tear 

Could  e’er  her  prefent  blifs  annoy  ; 
That  from  a  heart  opprefs’d  with  pain. 
She  e’er  could  Ting  the  pleafing  ftrainj 
Addrefs’d  to  Ralph  and  love. 

But  now  the  thunders  peal  they  hear,' 
While  vivid  lightning  rends  the  fk^, 
She  fees  the  form  of  him  lb  deary 
A  victim  to  its  fury  lie. 

Poor  frantic  Mary  views  the  twain. 
Then  madly  fings  a  broken  ftrain, 
Addrefs’d  to  Ralph  and  love. 


FINIS, 


